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Those United States

NOBODY but a true fool tries to cross the United
States in a Ford car in the middle of winter.
Fools in a minor degree do it fairly often in
summer, but the fools who cross in winter are
the princes of their kind. We are converted to
this doctrine now; yet, with our folly and forty-
six hundred miles safely in our past, we are rather
proud of being princes of our kind,

There are several highways across the North
American continent, and this fact alone fools
travellers. Highway is a word with an easy and
comfortable sound to the ears of all but those
who have already motored across the States.
Actually the use of the word in this connection
is an act of faith, and very beautiful It means
that some day Ford-errants, or their successors,
will be able to run singing, without changing gears,
on a road like a taut wire stretched from the
sunrise to the sunset. Let us not dwell on the
disappointing fact that, by that time, all the trans-
continental fools will be inefficiently using aero-
planes, and the only improvement will be that
they will fall into air-pockets instead of bog-holes,
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